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Fon run, Drarn, ond TIM. 
5 From Number 9. 
. 


8 TI M after Fortune ran full-hardy, 
While Death was running after Tim: 

But he for Fortune prov'd too tardy, 
And Death, alas! too ſwift for him. 


Thus Fools fall victims to a Fate 
Which eaſily the Wiſe will ſhun. 
For Death and Fortune let us walt? 
is mad for either's ſake to rux, 
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The BEATENJ LAcapzr. 
From Number 11. 


A SERFLANT is a needful evil, 

Th'old Proverb ſays; and I'm too civil 
Wich its Admirers to conteſt; | 

So let em uſe it, and be bleſt : | 

I only mean a Tale to tel! 

That may be deem'd to match it well, 
If you but like the Tale —or e'en, 
I it of ſome ſhould raiſe the ſpleen : 
For ſome indeed one daily ſees, 
Whom *tis an honour to diſpleaſe. 

My Tale, howbeit, ſhall be told: 

Then let em all approve or ſcold, 

As Fancy bids ; whoſe uſual ſway 

If others will controul, they may: 

My humbler taſk is, in plain verſe, 
The promis'd ſtory to rehearſe, 

Of one who, though a Lacquey, would, 
More ſmartly than his Maſter could, 
Apply 
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Apply th'old Proverb to his uſe ; 

As you may hear now, if you chuſe. 
This fellow then, ſome nights ago, 
(The reaſon why, I do not know, 

Nor he perhaps,) was, in a trice, . 
By his good Maſter, twice or thrice, 

So finely curs'd, and threſh'd ſo ſoundly, 
That he at laſt ſwore loud and roundly, 


| He'd never wear a Liv'ry more: 


And I, there preſent as he ſwore, 
Seeing how oaths about us flew ; 
How they, moſt elegantly new, 


ln forms too fine for me to trace) 


Ruſh'd forth, and with an eaſy grace 


Even out- ran, through thin and thick, *_ 
His Maſter's helliſh Rhetoric ; 

I thought it ſure as Heav'n's Decree, 

He now mult live for ever free 
(Except he were, for ſome good Reaſon, 
Compelld by Law to live in Priſon). 

Nay, thinking fo, I went away; 

And thought ſo to this very Day ; 

When lo! this morning, in the ſtreet, | 
Whom can you gueſs that I ſhould meet 


But 
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But our late framer of new oaths ! 
Who, prancing now in fine new-cloaths, 
Draws near and bows — with ſuch an air 
As made me needs ſtop ſhort and ſtare. 
| Hobo! ſaid I, "tis you *Squire Will ! 
But is not this a Liv ry ſtill? 
«© Alas good Sir! (reply'd the Man) 
I do, like others, as Ican; "TTY 
And ſee too-plainly now, poor Devil, 
« 4 Maſter is a needful Evil.“ 
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The TurxTLEt-Dove and the FOWLER, 


From Number 13. | 
S 
A Loving Turtle's diſmal Fate ! 
| Miſling, one morn, her faithful Mate, 

In queſt of him ſhe ventur'd out ; 
And, while ſhe penſive rov'd about, 
Was taken in a Fowler's Net; 

Where now, with Grief and Threads beſet, 
She vainly cry'd, Oh where am I? 

O cruel Man . 0h let me fly! 

The Fowler, with awanton Grin, 
Shew'd her a Cage, and put her in : 
Which Outrage griev'd her ſo, that ſhe 
Laſtly cry'd out; Or ſet me free, 

Or let me know, for mercy's ſake, 
Why in your treach'rous nets you take 
Such harmleſs Birds, while none you lay 
To catch thoſe noxious Birds of prey ? 

But 
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But all in vain! He, with a ſneer, 


Coolly reply*d : To this, my dear, 


What Gall F jay? When all is ſaid, 


Mankind by Cuſtom will be fway'd ; 


Aud Cuſtom 'tis (though Cuſtom ſad) 


To vex the good and ſpare the bad. 


